SUNSHINE

That day

In the early morning hours

From on the hill top

The gliding sunlight

Mingling with the light blue fog

Stooping to the reaches of the beneath

Resembled the steady unfolding

Peacock feather bloom

After a while, the same sunlight

Spread in a red carpet

Like the pretty garden of the roses

At Ten O'clock, the very sunlight
Merging with the delicious
Fragrances of the hot foodings
Reminded the affectionate look
Of the cuddling mother

At Twelve O'clock

The sparsely sliding sunlight

From the gorgeous leaves of the trees

Delighted like the midnight of the

Mirthful bright full moon day

The intensely glittered sunlight

Glazed in a dazzle

Like the new silver bowl
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